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thing she said she had never sung so well before, and she
laughed in her delicious rapturous way and sang it all over
again.
Her enthusiasm for acting, music, and her fellow-artists
was magnificent. Oh, what a lovable creature! Such
soft dark eyes and entreating ways, such a beautiful
mixture of nobility and " calinerie": She would laugh
and cry all in a moment like a child. That year in New
York she was raved about, but all the excitement and
enthusiasm that she created only seemed to please and
amuse her. She was not in the least spoiled by the fuss.
I once watched Patti sing from behind scenes at the
Metropolitan Opera House, New York, ily impression
from that point of view was that she was actually a bird!
She could not help" singing ! Her head, flattened on top,
her nose tilted downwards like a lovely little beak, her
throat swelling and swelling as it poured out that extra-
ordinary volume of sound, all made me think that she must
have been a nightingale before she was transmigrated into
a human being! Near, I was amazed by the loudness of
her song. I imagine that Tetrazzini, whom I have not yet
heard, must have this bird-liie quality.
The dear kind-hearted Melba has always been a good
friend of mine. The first time I met her was in New York
at a supper party, and she had a bad cold, and therefore
a frightful sneaking voice for tie moment! I shall, never
forget the shock that it gave me. Thank goodness I very
soon afterwards heard her again when she hadn't a cold !
" All's well that ends well.'* It ended very well. She
spoke as exquisitely as she sang. She was one of the first
to offer her services for my jubilee performance at Drury
Lane, but unfortunately she was ill when the day came, and
could not sing. She had her dresses in " Faust" copied
from mine by Mrs. Nettleship, and I came acruss a note